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jT&tf Comic aU ftiftmt of 

IV.Thou maift I warrantee (hall have old fVr earing 
That they did give the flings a way to men j 
Bat wed out-face them,and ont-fwcare them to t 
A way, make ha ft c, thou knoweft where I will tarry. 
Ner. Comegood fir, will you (Ire wine to this houfo. 

Enter Lorenzo and Ie flic a. { Exeunt. 

Xsr.TheMoone fliines bright. In Rich a night as this, 
When the (Vreet wind did gently kiffe the trees, 

And they did make no noyfe,in fuch a night 
Troylta me thinks mounted the Trojan walls. 

And figh’d his foule toward the Grecian tents , 

Where Crejfedhy that night. 
lejfi. In fuch a night 

Did Thisbie fearefolly ore-trip the dew. 

And law the Lyons Ihadowere himfelfe. 

And ranne difmayed away. 

Loren. Infochanight 
Stood Dido with a Willow in her hand 
Upon the wilde foa bankes,and ve.aft her Love 
To comeagaine to Carthage, . 

Jejji. in fuch a night 
Medea gathered the inch.antedhearbs 
That did renew old £fon. 

Loren . In fuch a night 
Did lejjlca ftealc from the wealthy lew, t 
And with an uathrife Love did runne from Venice t 
As farre as 'Belmont. 

IeJJi. In fuch a night 

Did young Lorenzo fweare he lov’d her well, 

Scealing her foule with many vowes of faith, 

And nercacrue one. 

Loren. In fuch a night 
Did pretty lejjlca ( like a little fhrow ) 

Slander her Lovepmd heforgaVelt fief; 

IeJJi. 1 would out-night you did no body come : 
Butharkc,! heare the footing of a man. 

Enter a Mejfenger, 

Loren. W ho comes fb faft in fiienfce of the flight ? 

Mejftn.fi 



the ^Merchant of Venice* 

LorenA frSwhat friend, your natm t pray you friend ? 
cMeff. Stepbano is my na ne^nd I bring ward 
Mv MiftrefTa will before the breaks of day 
Be here at Belmont J . he doth ftray aoouc 
By holy croflfes, where flic kneels and prayea 
For happy wedlock houres. 

Loren. Who comes with her? 

Mef None but a holy Hermit and her maid : 

I D ray you is my Mafter yet retumd ? 

v jforen. He is not, nor we have not heard from him; 

But go wc in I pray thee Iejfica , 

Soror«Tcom°' foJ^MEfthe houfe. Clmm. 

flown. Sola, fola, wo ha,ho fola,fola. 

Loren, Who calls ? - . 

Cloven. Sola, did you fee M. LorenKo y and W.LorentiOjfcA^ fola. 

LorenXtVJt hollowing man,hcere. 

CAww.Sola, where, where ? 

C/w».TcU him there’s a Poft come from my Mafter, with his 
home foil of good newes, my Mafter will be here ere morning 

fwcet foule. « , . 

Loren.Lst’s in,and there expert their comtmng, 

And yet no matter : why fhould we go in? 

My friend <to/>^»,fignifie I pray you 
Within the houfc,your Miftres is at hand. 

And bring your mufique foorth into the ayre. 

How fwcet the moon-light flecps upon this banke. 

Here will we fit, and let the founds of mufique 
Creepe in our earesfoft ftilneffe,and the night 
Become the tutches of fwcet harmony : 

Sit / ejficaji looke how the floore of heaven 
Is thick inlayed with pattens of bright gold. 

There’s not the finalleft orbe which thou bcholdft, « 

But in his motion like an Angel fings, 

Still quiring to the young-eyed Cherubios i 
Such harmony is in immortal! foules. 
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